
The T rage die of 

WereBraflfc impregnable : and humord thus, 

Comesat tHelaft^and withalettlepm,! - : . -n • , 

Bores through his Caftle wallcs;and farewell King; 

Couer your heades,andmocke not flcfh and blood, 

With folemnercuercnce throw away refpeft, 
Traditio^fovme,afcd ceremonious du tie, 

For you haue butmiftookc me all this while, 

1 hue with bread like you,feele want, 

Tafle gricfc,necd friends : fubiefted thus. 

How can you fay to mee,I am a Kin? 

fori. My Lord, Wife-men ne’re fit and waile their woes 
But prefend y preuent the wayes to wayle, ■ 

To fearethefoe,fince feare opprcfleth ftrength, 

Giues in your w'eakenefle ftrength vnto your foe, 

And fo your follies fight again ft your felfe : 

Feare, and be flaipe,no worfe can come to fight : 

And fight and die, is death deftroying death? , x ‘. 

Where fearing dying, payes death feruile breath: " ' 

Aam. MyFather hath a power, inquire of him, 

And learne to make a body of a limme. 

Kma. Thou chidfthne weU;proud ‘■Bullinghro'oy’i Icome, 

To change blow cs w ith thee for Our day -of dnt»me: 

This Ague-fit of feare is Querblowhep ''’ 1 •- A 

An eafie taske it is to vvinne our ovvne . 

Say Scroope, Where lies our Vnckle w ith hi s power? 

Speake fweetely man, although thy lookes be fewer. 

1 Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion of tnel^krej' 

The ftate and inclination of the day •, 

So may you by my dull and heauy eye : 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, ' 

3 play the torturer by fmall and fmall, 

To lengthen outthe worfl: that'muft be fpoken ; 

Your Vi i ck 1 e T orK is-ioyn’d with Bulling brook. 

And all your Northerne Caftles yeelded vp, 

And all your Southerne Gentlemen in armes 
Vponhispartie. ; ij 

Kw. Thou haft fay d enough: 

Befhrew .thee Coofin which didft lead mefoortn ^ 


King Richard the Second. 

Of that fweete way I was in to difpaire. 

What fay you now? What comfort haue we now? 

By heauen lie hate him euerlaflingly, 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Goe to Flint Caftle, there lie pine away, 

A King woes flaue,fhall kingly woe obey: 

That power I haue; difehargc and let them go 
To eare the land that hath foine hope to grow : 

For I haue none; let no man f peake againe 
To alter this, for counfell is but vaine. 

Aunt; My Liege one word. 

King. He does me double wrong, 

That wounds' me with the flatteries ofhis tongue : 
Difcharge my followers, let them hence away. 

From Richards night, to Bu/hngbrodks faire day. 

Enter Bulk York f North. 

’Balt. So that by this intelligence we learne. 

The Welchmen aredifpearffandSalisbury 
Is goneto meetc the King, who latelylanded 
With fomefew priuate friends, Vpon this coaft. 

North. The newes is very- faire and good,niy Lord? 
Richard not farre from hence hath hid his head. 

York.. It wouldbefeemetheLofdNoi'thumb'*'* 13 "^ 

T o fay, King Richard • alackethe heauieday, 

When fuch a facred-King;fhould hide his head. 

T^orth. Your Gracemiftakes ;o‘nely tobebriefe. 

Left I his title out. 

Tor. The time hath biryfhould you hauebin fobriefe with 
He would haue birtfo’briefe to fhorten you, ;,u - (him, 
Eor taking fo the head, your whole deads'fongth. 

"Bail. Miftake not (Vnckle) further then you fihoulHi 
York. Take not(good Coofin) further then you fhoiild, 
Leaft yotH;iift^kethd‘h®aUeris^feoueryotir heads. ’ ' 
Butt. 1 know it Vnckle, ai?d‘ ; ^p^(^rid¥iliy felfe \ 
gainft their willesv-Bnt;who editres lieefe? ' ; ; Knttr Rercie* 
'elcome Harry - What .'tvilfnott-hisCaftle veeld? 
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